TEXTS   AND   PRETEXTS

Nature, as Wilde insists in one of the best of his essays, is
always imitating art, is perpetually creating men and
things in art's image. How imperfectly did mountains
exist before Wordsworth ! How dim, before Constable,
was English pastoral landscape ! Yes, and how dim, for
that matter, before the epoch-making discoveries of
Falstaff and the Wife of Bath, were even English men
and women !

Nations are to a very large extent invented by their
poets and novelists. The inadequacy of German drama
and the German novel perhaps explains the curious
uncertainty and artificiality of character displayed by
so many of the Germans whom one meets in daily life.

Thanks to a long succession of admirable dramatists
and novelists, Frenchmen and Englishmen know
exactly how they ought to behave. Lacking these, the
Germans are at a loss. It is good art that makes us
natural.

Nature has no outline3 but Imagination has*
Nature has no tune, but Imagination has.
Nature has no supernatural, and dissolves.
Imagination is eternity.

D                                     J                     WILLIAM BLAKE.

At Altamira and in the painted caves of the Dordogne
there are palaeolithic bisons that might have been
drawn by Degas. On the walls of the rock shelters of a
later age there are neolithic figures of men and animals
that might have been drawn by a child of seven. And
yet all the evidence conclusively shows that the men of
the New Stone Age were incomparably more intelligent
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